BARBARIAN STORIES

handsome yellow-haired barbarians like you, Sveneld,
came to Constantinople to seek their fortunes. They
were all such good Christians and we all admired them
dreadfully. Raymond came out of Burgundy, where
all the handsomest men live.' She threw back her
head and laughed till Sveneld nearly bit her leg. 'Oh,
I did like him! His eyes were rather like yours,
Varang, and oh what a rider! But that was a long time
ago, when I was a little girl and didn't know what to
look for in a man.'

'What do you look for now. Princess?' said Sveneld
angrily.

'Oh,' she said, 'now I'm married and an old, old
woman. Why should I do any looking?'

*You are looking at me,' said Sveneld.

She lay back in her chair and said: 'That is because
I am going to be your godmother when you are bap-
tized.' Then she called her house priest, who was
standing back among the women, to come and talk
seriously to Sveneld ; the Varang went back to his
place, sulking, and the priest stood and exhorted him
and dodged the greasy bones he threw back as he
finished them. Theophano the Very Beautiful seemed
to be tittering again; he got quite plain in his head
what he meant to do to her one day.

The next week he and a few of the Varangs got
baptized, and a few days later some more, but Ingolf
managed to excuse himself one way or another. Some
of them got terribly excited and would not touch
women for weeks after that, and two of them brought
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